CHAPTER XI
Good Luck up North
" PERKINS, I'M IN AGONY.    Get me something !"
Perkins, with his red waistcoat and brass buttons,
was a porter in the Ballast Office, and he knew, when
Mr. Pease called for something, what was meant.
Mr. Pease was the father of the renowned Charlie,
who was the greatest cyclist of his time in Europe
among amateurs.
While Perkins was on his way to the window-
shutter which covered a small wine cellar, Mr. Pease
turned his large red face and curly white head to me
and remarked, " I hate eavesdroppers 1"
I was puzzled a bit, for we had been saying nothing
at the time,
Perkins, with a pleasant smile, returned instantly
with a decanter and a syphon on a tray. There were
two glasses.
" Nothing for me," I implored.
Mr. Pease drained his drink with the remark,
" Good luck up North."
114